My Mind is Bursting

My mind is bursting.

Images fill it

Like plump pomegranate seeds.

Images focus in and out

Of ocean and bird

Grasses and leaves,

Mangled metal with flesh draped.

Faces of terror and anger

Faces of fear and anguish, all

Seeking shelter in my home via CNN.

Watching the world 

From a distance

I am hardly a participant.

Sitting in a chair 

Watching the latest,

I yearn to ease the images’ plight.

But, I am feeble in deed.

Only with words in an email

Do I beseech the powerful.

End the bloodletting! or

Your people will be like dried reeds.

Not even the seeds will be viable.

If only the ones that counted would listen.

We must all be counted.
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